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7** ARMY'S LAST MOUNTS 




The old cavalryman of the 
indian wars and the border campaigns 
had three weapons to use against the 
enemy. a soldier riding in custer's 
famous 7 lh cavalry carried a .52 calibre 
spencer carbine, a .44 calibre colt 
revolver and a brass-hilted sabre. when 
one remember5 that the largest calibre 
rifle used in the american army today 
is only a .30 and then thinks of the 
.52 which these troopers used, it 
certainly raises one's esteem for the 
men who shot rifles measuring more 
than half an inch across the bore . this, 
they often did while in the saddle . 



BUT TIMES CHANGE AND THE ARMY CHANGES WITH EVERY NEW 
ADVANCE. TODAY THERE IS ONLY ONE UNIT LEFT IN THE AMERICAN 
ARMY THAT USES ANY SORT OF FOUR-FOOTED ANIMAL. IT IS 
STATIONED AT CAMP CARSON, COLORADO AND CONSISTS 
OF THE 4>* FIELD ARTILLERY BATTALION AND THE Z>5 ]y 

QUARTERMASTER COMPANY. THE FIELD ARTILLERY 

TROOP USES ITS MULES TO BRING DISASSEMBLED 

,75 MM CANNON INTO ROCKY AREAS I 
SWAMPS WHERE TANKS AND TRUCKS 

CANNOT 60. THE QUARTER- 
MASTER OUTFIT USES 

ENORMOUS PACK SADDLES 

ON ITS MULES TO 

BRING AMMUNITION AND 

SUPPLIES TO OUTPOSTS 

WHERE, SOMETIMES, 

EVEN HELICOPTERS 

RUN INTO 

TROUBLE. 
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/ SLACK ELKS PEOPLE ^ 
j CAMP IN MOUNTAINS NEAR 
V SUMMER RANGE. MEBBE30 
/WE STOP AT MY LODGE 
\{~^*^\ ON THE WAY* 
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THERE WAS NO RACE, SINCE NO 
ONE REACHED THE FINISH LINE 
CREEPING WOLFf TAKE SACK THE 
THINGS YOU BET BLACK ELK, 
AND «*/YOU ARE A DISGRACE, 




Under a barrage of taunts and 
laughter, creeping wolf climbs 
into his saddle,.. 

ha, ha i. keep your whip out of 
sight, creeping wolf-- 
your hors£ u 
EAT IT* 





YOU BOM — GET YOUR S0O0AH3 OUT OF 
THE CABIN, ANO RIDE FOR THE PAIUTE 
OAMPf WE'LL TAKE A LOOK AT THAT "FIVE-, 
THOUSAND-DOLLAR HOSS" f^~~ gg** 
THIS INJUN SAYS ^^r-M^^^B^, 
v ^. 1? there : .^■BtCMfc^%^3 
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Men turn out at black el 


'S CALL, ONLY TO FACE THE DEADLY | 




-S OF 


3UNSIGHT 


HOGEL'S 
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WE'flE TAKING ALL YOUR GAT USES 






3D YOU CAN'T GET AN' 


BIG 


DEAS, 
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ABOUT FOLLOWING US 
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I TELL YOU, BILL. 1 

noeoor CAN j 

FIGURE THINGS 1 
BETTER THAW JH 
OL' GUMSIGHTf Ja 


^V VEH ! KEE-piNG ^ 
E^^^J THAT INJUN KID | 
Htl?! POR A HOSTAGE WAS 
[■jjPA SMART, TOO flNOUNS 
WBf f WON'T DARETOTRAIL 
MM V*jk ^ US. ^ 
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IP YOU'VE GOT ANY 6CRAP3 
LEFT.BOYS, SCRAPE "I 
INTO A PLATE FOR THE 
PAPOOSEf I'M TYIN 

HIM TO A TREE S 

HE WON'T PLAY 

ANY TRICKS ON 

US TONIGHT. 



Tied upahd homesick and shivering with cold, 
little elk has no stomach for white man's 
sgrapsf his hopes of escape have hit bottom. 

but trigger is very much awake fexpe»wektau.y 

ME PICKS AT A KNOT IN. THE ftOP gFEHCE 









PiF-^to 


k:f„ 


1 JtaPt- 


X-T 


/'<*%& 


\^>j 

!><! 


if^iJ ***!}* 


t^ 


m mf~r~—~ r ~^L 




%/fiplB^ 


WU?r' 




^^ ^H^t^Bfe'™^ 




UuiGK AS LIGHTNING, TRIGGER'S FOREFOOT 


LASHES OUT... A STUNNING BLOW?* 





M INUTES LATER, HE STEPS OVER 
THE TWO LOWER ROPES TO 
FREEDOM- 
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r WE'VE 60TT0---KEEP "^ 
5, TRIGGER? VOll'vE ' 
FIND THE war 
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ThE MORNING BREEZE.BEARIN8 SCENT ME5SAGES OVEH " 


MILES OF CANVON AND DESERT, BRINGS SOMETHING PAMIUAR 


TO TRIGGER. . . 







IGHTf TELL 

THE BOYS TO 

DOLE UP. 

NO WE'LL 

DRIFT* 
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...THEN, IN T1 
THEM. DISA 
STOPPED.. 


*E POCKET ITSELF. PAIUTE RIFLES FACE 
?MED OR WOUNDED. THE GANG IS ju. 


Protected bv the* 
canyon wall, gun- 
sight makes a oash | 
for other shelter_| 
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*^Z-S^^ EU ALL — THANKS TO VOU? A\^M 




TRIGGER HAS WON THE 
EAGLE FEATHER OF A 
WARRIOR.' HE BROI 
BACK MY SON — 
HE CAPTURED 

fiirr 0UTt.4< 






THE CROWD SITS SPELLBOUND AS TRIGGER 
DANCES TO MUSIC, KEEPING PERFECT FORM. . * 
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WITH A HOARSE BAWL OF RAGE, TRIGGER REARS 






'HOLD ON.ARCHIE! ) --- 
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STIFLED AND BLINDED 8Y THE THICK BLANKET, J 
TRIGGER HAS NO CHOICE. .. 





JUST HOW DANGEROUS A SPOT IT WAS.EVEN 
ARCHIE COULD NOT GUESS' A ROGUE 
ELEPHANT, HATING EVERYTHING THAT MOVES, 
STANDS EYEING THE TRUCK'S APPROACH.. 




LIKE A THUNDERBOLT THE BRUTE CHARGES . . . 
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BARE IN.CHES FROM TRIGGER'S BACK.THE 
TRUCK'S STEEL FRAME HITS THE WATER ... 
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SWIM— AFTER THE 
HORSE, ARCHIE! 
MUSTN'T LOSE HIM 
AFTER ALL 




' A BL00M1N' 'IPPOPOTAMUS 
BE CAREFUL, SIR.' ^Mgu 




STICKS AND ROTTEN FRUIT STRIKE 
TRIGGER FROM THE TREES OVERHEAD. A 

CHORUS OF HIDEOUS 8ARKING FOLLOWS.. 




PURSUED BY THE BARKING OF DOG- 
FACED BABOONS, HE LEAVES THE 

TREES IN ANGER AND DISGUST... 




ALONE ON THE OPEN GRASSLAND. HtS CONFIDENCE 
RETURNS * HERE IS A HORSE'S NATURAL PLACE, 
WHERE HE CAW SEE HIS ENEMIES FROM A 
DISTANCE. .. 







"FROM A. HERD OF GRAZING ZEBRAS 
COMES A SOMEWHAT HORSY SMELL., 
TROTTING CLOSER. TRIGGER STUDIES 
THE STRANGE BEASTS. 



AFTER A LONG LOOK....THE ZEBRAS PAY HIM NO 
FURTHER ATTENTION.. .THEIR PRESENCE. HOW- 
EVER, GIVES TRIGGER SOME FEELING OF 
COMPANIONSHIP... 




ALL BUT THE STRIPED STALLION* COURi 
5EOUSLY, HE MAKE3 STRAIGHT FOR THE 
TAWNY RAIDER. 



LIKE FLASHING KNIVES, THE ZEBRA'S 
SMALL HOOFS SLASH AT SIMBA'S FACE. 




LIGHTNING HEELS SLICE UPWARDS f 




DA2ED AND OISGUSTED.SIMBA WATCHES THg TWO 
2EBRAS GALLOP OFF. 6EARIN3 ONLY HiSCLAW_ 
MARKS.. 




AND TRIGGER HAS LEARNED A LESSON- 
THAT DANGER FOLLOWS THE ZEBRA 
HERDS! TWO LIONS WOULD NOT HAVE 
MISSED THEIR KILL. 



SCENTING WATER AND FEELING THIRSTY.TRlGGER 
MOVES PAST A TANGLE OF BRUSH, GIVING IT PLENTY 
OF ROOM.. 




A STEEL-SHOO BLOW SENDS THE SPOTTED 
BRUTE SPINNING. . . ^~. 




HIS FULL WEIGHT LANDS ON THE SOUIRMING, 
SQUALLING FURY. 




BEFORE FEEDING AGAIN, HE PICKS A HIGH LOOKOUT,' 
SCAN THE PLAIN FOR OTHER DANGERS' HOMESICKNESS 
FOR HIS OWN LAND... FOR FRIENDLY HUMAN VOICES... 
FILLS HIS HEART. 





NOT FAR AWAY, YOUNG GARY SOYLE, ANXIOUS TO SPEND SOKE OF HIS TEXAS OIL INCOME 
ON BIG ADVENTURE, HAS COME TO GRlEF t THE SAME ROGUE ELEPHANT THAT DUMPED 
TRIGGER INTO THE RIVER HAS KILLED GARY'S HORSE AND HIS GUN8EARER. BEFORE SUC- 
CUMBING TO BULLETS.- 




THERE, NOW' WE'RE FRIENDS! 
HERE^ A LUMP OF SUGAR THAT 
POOR OL' ROCKET NEVER WILL 
" ...NOW 




ATGARYS APPROACH, THREE SMALL AFRICAN 
ANTELOPE WHO HAD BEEN DRINKING BURST 
OUT OF THE BRUSH... 







A SIXTH SENSE WARNS TRIGGER! HE IS 
SUDDENLY ON HIS FEET, SNUFFING THE 
BREEZE.. 

'WHUFF?)l 








THEN HIS HALF-TON WEIGHT, DRIVEN BY STEEL- 
SPRING MUSSLES.HITS SIMBAINTHE FACE ! THE 
.IRON-SHOD HOOFS P.UNCH HOME'. 
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BUT AT THAT INSTANT TRIGGER WHIRLS BLOCK- 
ING GARY'S LINEOFFIRfc. ..■,,, . 




KNOCKED SPRAWLING BY THE SECOND LIONESS' \ .,. BUT TRIGGER'S FIGHTING SCREAM ECHOES 
1 ATTACK, GARY SEEMS DOOMED . . . | HIS PARTNER'S YELL.. ? 




£m AWFULLY SORRY, MR. GALEN.. .BUT 
THERE'S NOT BEEN A SINGLE CLUE TO SHOW 

WHERE TRIGGER WAS TAKEN? HE SEEMS TO 
HAVE VANISHED ' 




